ioo             Letters to Somebody

After we had completed our inquiry in Gibraltar I
first ran over to Tangier in a torpedo-boat, and after-
wards travelled to Paris, visiting en route all the
principal towns of Spain and putting up at the Embassy
in Madrid.

I found Sir Henry Drummond Wolff, who was not
in good health, very fussy and much exercised because,
he said, the Spanish Ministry were convinced that I had
been sent by the War Office to Gibraltar with "ulterior
motives," whatever that might mean. He added that
he had asked most of the Ministers to dinner next night
so that I might reassure them. I tried to get out of it,
but I had to attend, and I at once realized that one or
two of the eminent guests were distinctly suspicious
and somewhat unfriendly. I had no desire to be mixed
up in a wrangle with our Foreign Office, so I at once
rushed into a long and emotional exposition of my in-
dignation at the horrible traffic in young peasant girls
which I had discovered and uncovered at Gibraltar. I
kept it up all the evening and pushed aside all attempts
at discussing anything else* I could see that they put
me down for an hysterical idiot, and so far as I know
nothing more was heard of the "ulterior motives."

Sir Henry Wolff was for over twenty years an
intimate and kind friend, and I treasure two of his
sayings, both of which appeal to me. One was,
"Life would be bearable but for its music" (Lady
Wolff was overwhelmingly musical); the other was, " I
don't mind an ass, and I can put up with a damned ass;
but what I cannot stand is a gloomy ass."

At one time I used to see a good deal of two of the